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Music With Heavy Metals In It 


Author's Notes: 


Thanks to A Field Without A Name for a few suggestions on ths one! Nm a huge fan of the Discworld series. Sadly 
Mil never be able to emulate Mr Pratchett\'s amazing writing style, quick wit, and humour (as much as | wish | 
could!) but | hope this makes at least one person smile! 


There was a new record store in town. Everyone was raving about it, saying it was the best store on the 


planet. Little did they know that it probably was. 


As with most things, Dave had heard about it through the grapevine. Discworld had, people said, appeared 
overnight. Originally an abandoned parking lot, the building, and everything in it, had just.. appeared. The strange 
thing was, for such a populated area, no one had seen it turn up. It was just.. there, looking as though it had 
always occupied that lot. 


Beside him, Junior chattered away but Dave heard none of it. Instead, he was mesmerized by the large, 


glittery sign which spelled out the shop's name. A large, turning record made up the 0. 

"Doesn't it look great?" David's voice burst through his thoughts. 

"Yeah," he murmured. "Awesome." 

A bell tinkled above the door as they walked on and there was the heavy smell of incense hanging in the air. 
The shop was crammed with racks and racks of records, the walls painted a sparkling blacky-purple. A nervous 
looking man stood behind a rickety looking counter, obviously composing himself as the door slammed shut. He 
smiled a strained smile, hands twisting together. 

"Sirs! Welcome to Discworld! How may | be of assistance?" 

Narrowing his eyes, Dave stared at the man. His clothes were made of brightly coloured patchwork fabric, the 
garments looking to be too big for his skinny frame. While they were fairly normal for liberal California, there 
was still something a little odd about him. 

Turning to the tightly packed racks of vinyl, he asked, "Got any Maiden?" 


"Fair maiden, sir? 


Turning back to the man, Dave pursed his lips. Yeah, there was something off about the man. "Iron Maiden. You 


know, New Wave of British Heavy Metal and all of that" 

The man just blinked. Dave sighed. 

"Junior!" 

From across the store, his friend looked up, the dazed look of someone deep in thought etched into his face. 
"We're going." 

"Why?" The younger man shifted a bunch of albums in his arms. 

"Just because. Don't fuckin’ ask questions." 

He was storming for the door when the man called to him, "Wait!" 

Stopping, they both looked at him. The man looked a little guilty, hands knotted together. 

| might be able to help you find something appropriate. But you must follow me." 


"How appropriate?" David asked. 


"Completely." The man gave them a small, nervous smile. 

David looked at Dave and raised an eyebrow. "You trust him?" 

"If he's gonna give me something no one else has got, yeah, I'll trust him," Dave said with a shrug. 
Turning back to the man, David nodded. "Okay. Lead on" 


They followed the man, Dave's curiosity growing. Going through the doors at the back of the store, they found 


themselves in a darkened room. 
"What the fuck?" Dave muttered. 


Stumbling through the darkness, the redhead noticed that there was a chill in the air, as though another door 
was open. A strange, stomach churning smell lingered on the slight breeze, the gentle wind lifting his hair as 


they tried to find their way out. 


Noises reached his ears. Shouts and curses and what sounded like the rattling of wooden wheels. They fumbled 
their way around a corner and there, like the proverbial light at the end of the tunnel, was the light at the 
end of the tunnel. 


Dave sniffed and recoiled. The scent in the air was worse than the Whisky's bathrooms. And that was saying 
something. The light got closer and closer, the noises becoming louder. Wherever they were, it didn't sound 


anything like LA. 
Nor did it look like LA. 


Standing in a doorway, David beside him, Dave took in the street. Buildings were crushed together like 
commuters on a subway. Much like commuters, they threatened to fall at any moment, eaves and roofs 
leaning far over the wide, cobbled street. People dressed in strange clothes jostled along the street, ducking out 
of the way of overloaded carts and carriages. It seemed to be a constant battle to stay alive, the traffic 
putting even the busiest of LA's streets to shame. The sun almost blinded them and a wintery chill hung in 
the air. 


The street looked.. vaguely.. snowy. There was white stuff on the roofs, clumps threatening to fall. The street 


was a mess of people, water, slush, and.. stuff. 
"Where the fuck-" he began. 
"Ankh-Morpork," the man replied. "Finest city on the Discworld” 


Feeling the blood drain from his face, Dave turned to look at the man He gave the redhead a small smile and 


shrug. 

"Discworld?" 

"Yes, Discworld" The man's smile widened as he stretched his arms toward the street. 

"What the fuck is the Discworld?!" 

The man turned his attention back to Dave and blinked. "Why, it's a world just as it says. None of this fancy 
calling it "Earth". What does Earth mean anyway? With the Discworld what you see is what you get. A disc 
riding on the backs of four elephants, all sitting atop a turtle." 

Blinking, Dave shook his head. "Look, just take us back to LA. I've got shit to do." 

"| can't." 

"scuse me?!" Dave could feel his blood beginning to boil. 

"I can't take you back," the man said guiltily. 

Dave moved faster than he'd ever moved, hands outstretched to throttle the man. It was David stepping 
between them that stopped him. Narrowed hazel eyes glared at him as the younger man grabbed his wrists 
and pulled his arms down. 


"Junior," he hissed 


"Don't you "Junior" me," David snarled in reply. "We're here and we gotta find a way back. Killing the only 
fucker who knows how to get us back isn't fuckin’ wise. ls it?" 


Dave snapped his eyes back to the man. The man peered over David's shoulders, eyes wide and scared. 

"Why can't we go back now?" he demanded. 

"Because the portal," the man started. "The portal between the worlds closes after every use. tll reopen soon" 
Dave felt the hackles on his neck rise. "How soon" 

The man shrugged. "Maybe in a minute. Maybe in a year." 

"WHAT?!" 


Sighing, the man shook his head. "I shouldn't have brought you here." 


"Damn right you shouldn't!" 
"Dave." Junior's hand landed on his arm. "Cool it, okay.” 
"How?! When we're stuck here?!" 


"Because we're stuck here now, Dave. Lets just enjoy it, okay? Different world. How many people can say 


they've stepped off fuckin’ Earth into a completely different dimension?" 


Feeling deflated, Dave leaned back against a nearby wall. He was sure the wall grunted and moved beneath him. 


Shuddering he stepped away. 
He nodded to the man. "What's your name, dude? May as well learn it if I'm gonna be stuck with you." 


The nervous look still remained in the man's eyes and he shuffled from one foot to the other. "Rincewind. My 


name's Rincewind." 


Dave felt a sneer twist his lips. "Well, Rincewind, you'd better show us round this Discworld you speak of." He 


sniggered. "Disc. Round. Show us round." 


Keeping his eyes on the cobbled road, Dave watched where was walking. He'd already had to avoid piss, shit, 
vomit, and the occasional human and what other things he couldn't quite identify. He was frozen, his hands 
stuffed into the pocket of his jeans. 

"The fuck?" he shouted above the din. 

"Sorry?" Rincewind looked over his shoulder. 

"Why's it so fucking cold?" 


“Spindlewinter. Soon it'll be Hogswatch." 


Stopping, Dave stared at the man who'd brought them to this strange world A rumbling behind him made him 
duck out of the way a huge, heavily laden cart. Something which looked, and smelled, like shit rumbled by. 


"What's Hogswatch? And why is it cold here and fuckin’ roasting back in our world?" 
He watched as Rincewind sighed. The oddly dressed man and David walked back up to him. His younger friend 


had taken a shine to their newer one and the two had gone trotting off ahead, momentarily forgetting that 
Dave as with them. The new world didn't seem to both David. 


"Hogswatch is." Rincewind frowned and pinched the bridge of his nose. "Winter celebrations. Gifts. Food. Things 
like that." 


"Like Christmas?" David interjected. 


"Yes! Just like your Christmas. To answer your other question, our seasons do not sync up with yours. It's 


how the multiverse works." 


Looking around himself, Dave took in the ramshackle houses and shops. They weren't in a good part of town. If 


the city they were in had a good part of town. 

Decorations hung in the windows, sparkly, glittery baubles and garlands. Behind the windows he saw children 
laughing and dancing. A man dressed in a smart uniform went from door to door handing out brightly coloured 
envelopes. 

"Where are we going anyway?" he finally asked. 

Rincewind replied, "The Cavern Club on Quarry Lane." 

They smelled Quarry Lane before the came to it. A thick scent of dung and other undesirable items hung in 
the air like the smog which sat over the city. Trying not to gag, Dave brought his arm to his nose as they 
turned onto the wide street. 


It was soon evident what was making the smell. Carts, loaded with piles of shit, trundled over the cobbles. 
Large, rock-like figures shovelled the shit onto the backs of waiting carts. Stopping, Dave stared. 


"The fuck-" 
"Dave!" David cut him off. "Can you find some other language to use? We're in a different world. Be polite!" 


Rincewind stopped beside him, a crumpled parchment map clasped in one hand. "They're trolls from the 


Ramtops or Uberwald." 

"Like immigrants?" 

The strange man smiled. "Exactly immigrants." 

Dave managed to catch himself before he sneered. The fact was still couldn't believe he'd stepped through a 
portal in a music store corridor and into a complete other dimension. He felt a figure stop beside him and he 


turned to look at David. The younger man smiled at him, hazel eyes glittering with excitement. 


"Pretty cool, huh?" 


"Here?" Dave asked. 


"Yeah, here. We're like." David laughed and spread his arms. "We're like in a whole other part of the universe. 


We're doing something most people have only dreamed of!" 
"Ah," Rincewind interjected. "But you may not even be in your own universe any more." 


The both swung to look at him, eyes wide and hearts pounding. "WHAT?!" 


The Cavern Club was, Dave imagined, modeled on the one made famous by the Beatles. In Liverpool. On Earth. 
Which was currently in a whole other dimension 


Staring at the stoneware mug full of what he assumed was beer. At the bar he'd seen a number of things on 


sale. Molten sulphur, some mind blowing sounding vodkas and what he thought was blood. 

Blood? 

A shiver ran down his spine and he looked around the dull lit room. Like the Roundworld version (apparently 
that was what the residents of the Discworld called Earth) it was based in what looked like a cavern. It was a 
long, thin room with a curved roof and seats dotted around the edges. There were just a few changes. The 
lights weren't lights but glow-worms trapped in cages. The tables weren't really tables but slabs of rock. The 
chairs weren't chairs. Instead they had been carved out of the very being of the club. 

"Strange place," he mumbled. 

"Sorry?" 

Dave looked up at Rincewind and sighed. "I said, it's a strange fuckin’ place." 


The man picked at his clothes and nodded. "It is. But itll come to life later." 


Dave's eyes widened. He'd seen enough to last him several lifetimes. The thought of the building suddenly 


swelling around them was terrifying. "You mean, like, literally come alive and eat us?" 
Rincewind chuckled and shook his head. "No, not like that. Next question. | know you have many." 
"So why are we here now?" 


"Because | wanted you to see it for yourself” 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "See what?" 

In the low light, Rincewind grinned. "Iron Maiden" 

Dave felt himself straighten up. "What?!" 

"Iron Maiden. They'll play here. Tonight. They're one of the biggest bands on the Disc." 


The redhead could hardly believe what he was hearing and he slumped against the cool wall. "You didn't tell me 
they played here." 


"Oh, they do. We call it Music With Heavy Metals In It" 


Dave shook his head and decided to remain quiet. Picking up the earthenware mug, he took a slug of the beer. 
He was pleasantly surprised when it tasted of honey and flowers. He asked Rincewind about it. 


"Ah, yes. That beer comes from the Lancre. They have particularly good water there." 
Another question was itching at his brain, one he thought he needed to ask. "So how do we get back?" 


The man beside him sighed and shifted against the stone seats. "I don't know. Could be today. Could be 


tomorrow. Could be after Hogswatch" 

"When is Hogswatch?" 

"A week from today 

Groaning, Dave slumped forward and rested his head against the cool, stone table. A shiver ran down his spine. 
"Are you cold?" 


Now that it had been mentioned.. Dave nodded. He'd come through a portal into a snowy world with little more 
than jeans and a t-shirt. 


"Give me a moment" With that, Rincewind stood and walked away. 
From the corner of his eye, he watched David shuffle closer. "Pretty cool, huh?" 


Looking at him, Dave frowned. David just grinned at him. Stupid, perky bass player. They were fuck knows 
where and the kids from the sticks was excited. 


"How the fuck can you be excited?" he demanded. 


David stiffened and gave him a strange look "Because look where we are. You can't even appreciate that we're 
in some whole other universe. All you're thinking about is when you can get home and get high. Chill the fuck 


out, Dave." 
"I am chilled out," he muttered. "Really fuckin’ chilled out" 


The cavern-like space was suddenly filled with the sound of hundreds of little feet. Frowning, Dave leaned over 
the table and watched as a trunk ambled from the shadows of the club, Rincewind following behind it. It 
trotted up to the side of the table and stopped. 


Dave felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand. "What. The. Fuck?" 
The man smiled at him. "Great, isn't it? No more carrying your luggage around" 


The lid of the old fashioned trunk flipped open and a pile of clothes flew out and landed on the table. Dave 
scooted back, slamming into David as he did. He stared at the pile of mismatched clothes. Cautiously, he plucked 


at a garment, almost as though he was scared it would blow up in his face. 


What he'd picked up resembled a sweater in every sense of the word. It was heavy and made from some kind 
of woolen threads. But it was.. ugly. And not ugly in a good way. It was ugly in the same way as a brightly 
coloured Christmas sweater was ugly. In fact, the one he held in his hands was knitted with small pigs and 


turnips and strings of sausages. Looking at Rincewind, he raised an eyebrow. 


"Ah, well” The man looked flustered. "It looks as though the Luggage has decided that it's time for the seasonal 


clothing to come out." 


Dressed in the sweater, Dave sulked. He had to admit he was warmer, even if the strange threads made him 
itch. David also sported one, the younger man grinning proudly at his own ugly sweater. It wasn't much better 
than Dave's. Instead it was decorated with an oak tree sporting a million different shiny decorations. 

Dave was on his fifth honey beer when people slowly began to filter into the club. Well, people wasn't quite the 
right word to use. Trolls, some who looked like vampires, some very cool looking human shaped people and ones 
Dave swore were zombies all mingled together. 

Or maybe it was the beer playing tricks with his eyesight. 

Leaning against David, he waved a hand at a group near the bar. "Are they-?" 


"What?" David hissed in his ear. 


He shook his head. "Not sure. More beer?" 
"Yes, please." 


"No! No! | was telling you to go get me more beer! They took American dollars last time. ‘pparently the 
barman, or whatever the fuck it is serving us, can't tell difference between American dollars and Discworld 


dollars. Make most of it!" 


Trolls carrying wooden boxes, crates, and trunks pushed through the gathered crowds. They made no qualms 
about pushing people out of the way, rocky elbows forming a pathway to the stage. No one seemed to complain 
about suddenly finding themselves on the floor; apparently it was all part of the show. 


The boxes were dumped on the stage and unceremoniously opened. Instruments, at least what Dave suspected 
were instruments, began to appear from them. Something akin to tribal drums formed a crude drum kit while 
roughly shaped guitars were put onto metal stands. A long, black object was attached to another stand. Dave 
frowned and shifted a little closer. Apparently that was the microphone. 


Despite looking mostly like the electric instruments they used back on the Roundworld, there were no leads, no 


amps, and no speakers. Around them the din of people talking only grew. 

"How the fuck are we supposed to hear them?!" he demanded. 

Leaning closer, Rincewind spoke, "Magic. You're on a magical plane now." 

Yes, a deep voice said, and it doesn't always work, does it, Rincewind? 

The voice sent an odd chill through Dave and he turned to look for the source. His eyes started at the floor 
and slowly swept up a billowing black cowl. He took in skeletal hands, one of which was wrapped around a pair of 
sticks. Drum sticks? His heart skipped a beat as he took in the skull face of the being beside him. The hood of 
the cowl was pulled up and over its head. And he nearly had heart failure when he looked into the bottomless 
eye sockets. All that told him that the being was mostly sentient were the pin pricks of glowing blue deep in 
the black eyes. The creature cocked its head as though it was curiously studying him. 


Beside him, Dave felt Rincewind stiffen. 


Good evening, Rincewind. A pleasure to see you Again The creature's voice was distant and deep, its jaw never 
moving as it spoke. It felt as though the words came from a different dimension all together and were spoken 


straight into their minds. 


Dave heard Rincewind reply. "D-Death. The pleasure's a-all mine." 


"DEATH?!" Dave choked. "That's f-fuckin' Death?!" 


From the corner of his eye, he watched Rincewind nod. From around the table he heard David utter a "Cool". 
His eyes snapped to the younger man 


"You think this is cool?!" he demanded. "You think it's cool that motherfuckin’ Death is standing in the same 


room as us?!" 


David grinned and nodded. "Always wondered how we'd go." The bassist's attention turned to the black cloaked 


figure. "Do you serve Earth as well?" 
The head turned to look at David and Dave watched his friend's grin widen 


Ah, that strange voice began, someone who respects me. Im somewhat of a joke on this plane. Makes me feel 
awtully lonely. And in response to your question, yes | do serve Roundworld as well Never fear, you have a long 
life ahead of you Suddenly those blue eyes were boring into Dave and Death lifted a bony hand. One finger 


uncurled and pointed to him. You however.. 


The words hung in the air, as heavy as the stench which hung over Ankh-Morpork. Dave shivered but 
resisted the urge to give the skeletal figure a piece of his mind. Messing with Death did not seem to be a wise 


idea. 


The cloaked figure gave Dave one long, last stare before moving off into the crowds. Death didn't so much walk 


as glide, the people stepping out of his way. 


Trying not to dwell on what had been said, Dave stared at the stage. Well, he ducked and dived to get a look. 
The first rule of Discworld clubs seemed to be the same as Roundworld ones; if you've got a seat don't leave 


it. Not for anything. 


He could see the band assembling on it, Death seating himself behind the drums. Was Death male or female? 
Or did the bringer of a person's end not have a gender? He definitely sounded male. Dave shook his head and 


turned his attention back to his beer. This being in another dimension stuff was giving him a migraine. 


Suddenly he heard Death count the band in and, climbing onto the stone seat, Dave peered over the heads of 
the assembled crowd. Heavy, guitar laden music filled the air as three trolls pounded at guitars. Another 
hammered at what Dave assumed was a bass guitar while Death aimed his roughly made sticks at the drums. 
The club was suddenly filled with the excitement of people seeing a live band. They swayed and jumped and 
threw their hands in the air. Those with more than four fingers made a strange sign with them, the first and 
little finger bent down to leave the ring and middle fingers standing straight. 


Amid the sound of what Dave assumed was the music he heard the thudding of something metallic. Turning, 
he looked over his shoulder and watched a huge, metal beast walk through the crowds. It was easily about ten 
feet tall and sculpted to look like a human. Its large feet thudded against the stone floor, arms swinging as it 


made for the stage. It took no effort for the creature to step onto the stage and grab the microphone. When 
it open its mouth, Dave saw that the being was hollow, its insides lined with lethal looking spikes. 


An elbow caught him in the ribs and, shocked, he looked at Rincewind. The man grinned at him. 
"I told you I'd bring you to see Iron Maiden play!" he exclaimed over the sound of the music. 


Swinging back around, Dave stared at the stage and the metal figure on it. 


The show went on late in to the right and Dave found himself standing on the table, fist pumping as he 
screamed with the band. He learned that they had a number of hit songs on the Discworld, including "2 
Minutes Past Last Orders", "Can | Play With Your Dog?", "Man On The Edge (Of The Disc)", and "Fear of the 
Day". 

The music seemed to hold a magic to it, one he'd never felt before. It was as though something in the 
universe was changing, rifts opening and closing. Dave couldn't put his finger on it and he didn't care. The metal 
maiden's voice sang a strange siren song to him, one which was far lighter and more melodic than he thought 


it would be. 


And then it was over. The last note's died, the crowd roared one more time, and the motley crew of a band 
stood together to take a bow. Dave cheered as loudly as anyone. David stood beside him, fists in the air, head 
thrown back as he screamed. 


"We need to take something back with us!" Dave exclaimed, the excitement still clutching him. "Something to 


prove we've fuckin’ been here." 


"Damn fuckin’ right we do!" David grabbed him and stared into his eyes. Those hazel gems shone with glee. "No 


one's gonna believe us otherwise!" 


Beside the club's entrance they found a rickety table selling a variety of odds and ends. Long pieces of fabric 
decorated with the band's name and the words Made In Ankh-Morpork Tour. There were also crude 
photographs of the band, the strangely eerie maiden at the front and a grinning Death near the back. Taking 
the last of the money from his pocket, Dave brought up one of the piece of fabric and a handful of 
photographs. Seeing that the band were packing up, he pushed his way back through the crowds and held out 


one of the papery images. 
"Can you sign it for me." When they looked at it, Dave added a, "Please." 
The maiden's eyes glowed red as it took the piece of paper. With a sharpened fingernail, it etched its signature 


into the image. The trolls just punched holes in it with large, rocky thumbs. Death's signature appeared as if 
by magic, glowing a bright electric blue before fading into a singed scorch. 


Your portal remains open for an hour, that deep voice filled Dave's mind. And Dave? 
Swallowing, he looked into those pin pricked blue eyes. 
| dont want to be seeing you again soon, Death continued. 


A cold stab hit Dave's heart and he gave a curt nod. As he walked away, he realised something. He hadn't told 


Death his name. 


The city seemed to be more alive after nightfall. Racing through the streets, the three of them made their 
way back to the door they'd originally come through. 


"It was a door," Rincewind mused. "It was a door we came through” 

"It looked like another store," David commented as they ducked out of the way of a hissing red ball 

"What kind of store?" 

Dave watched as David shook his head. "Tourist kinda place” 

The man snapped his fingers. "Ah, gift shop! There's one not far from here. Wrong part of town for them 


‘Ils there a right part of fuckin’ town?" Dave asked as another sizzling ball careened towards them. "And what 


the fuck is that?l" 


‘Its the wizards weekly night out. | suspect they're showing off. Don't worry; if they hit you | don't think 


they'll cause much damage." 
"Great," he mumbled. 


They took a left turn and nearly collided with a carriage. Through the darkness they could just make out a well 
dressed man glaring at them. Dave was convinced some of the shadows around them were moving, fingers 
creeping towards him. He nearly had a heart attack when one of the shadows came to life and a figure stepped 
in front of him. From the low light which came from nearby shops and houses, Dave could make out the man's 
greased back hair and slimy smile. He wore a long, dirty coat and had a tray on strings draped around his neck 
Various pleasant smelling meats were laid out on the tray and, for the first time since stepping through the 
portal, Dave felt hungry. 


"Sausage inna bun, sir?" the man drawled. "Sixpence each. An’ selling this at such a low price that its cutting 


me own throat." 

Dave looked between the man and the tray and back to the man. Instinctively his hand went to his pocket and 
he found the few coins which hid in the corner. He was just about to pull them out when a hand landed on his 
arm. Dave looked up into Rincewind's worried face. 

"Wouldn't do that if | were you." 

"But I'm hungry!" Dave protested. 

"And not far from home. Come on We don't have much time left!" 

Their feet echoed against the cobbles as they ran. No one appeared to stare at them. Most were going about 
their own business, no matter how illegal it was. An orange light glowed from an open door. Already it was 
beginning to fade. Grabbing both of them by the wrists, Rincewind dragged them through. 

Leaving the glow behind, they ran back through the darkness. Suddenly the chill was behind them and Dave 
could feel a hint of warmth against his skin. The blackness seemed to go on forever until they finally stepped 
into the light. 

Around them was the store they'd originally walked into. And it was daylight. Taking a deep breath, Dave walked 
to the front of the store and peered through the dusty windows. A red car he'd seen turning into the parking 
lot was just pulling up in front of the store. His heart stilled. 


"How-2" 


"Time runs differently on our plane. You may have been on the Discworld for many hours but you've only 


been gone from Roundworld for a few moments." 


Shaking his head, Dave leaned against a squeaking rack of records. Suddenly he felt exhausted, his body feeling 


as heavy as the iron maiden he'd seen sing. 
"Junior?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Home?" 

He felt David's presence beside him. "Sounds good." 


Lifting his head, Dave looked at Rincewind. The man had taken up his spot back behind the counter. Managing a 
smile, Dave nodded. "Thanks" 


The man returned his smile. "Anytime. Enjoy the rest of your day." 


Stripping off the itchy Hogswatch themed sweater, Dave wrapped the band's merchandise in it and tucked it 
under his arm. With a final nod to the strangely dressed man, they left. 


The parking lot was empty. Where there had once been a store there was now nothing but empty, dusty space. 


There was no evidence that a record store had once stood there. 

Frowning, Dave stared at it. Only two days before they'd stepped through the doors of Discworld and had quite 
literally discovered an entirely new world. He'd wanted to see Rincewind again and see if they could take another 
journey there. Discover more new bands. Take a look at the rest of the world. 

"What the-2" David murmured beside him. 


"| don't know, dude, really | don't. Was here." He looked at David. "Wasn't it?" 


David's face was filled with confusion. "Yeah, it was here all right. We went there. We saw a band. We've got 


fuckin’ proof" 


"Yeah, proof that no fucker's gonna believe." Sighing, he slumped a little and shook his head. "So it wasn't some 
fuckin’ drug trip?" 


"No, dude. We were there. We were fuckin! there." 
With a shrug, Dave turned and began to make for their car. Traffic zipped up and down the six lane highway, a 
constant stream of noise and movement. As he was unlocking the car, he felt something looking at him. 


Glancing up, Dave shivered and quickly got into the driver's seat. 


Across the busy highway stood a figure cloaked in black. A scythe was clenched in one fist and steely blue pin 
pricks of light stared from beneath its hood. 


Tread carefully, Dave, the deep voice said in his head. Tread very, very carefully. 


